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In the Midnight Hours 


Author's Notes: 
My first story. Please be kind. | love reviews though. :) 


"| love you, you know." 


Five words, whispered into the back of another's neck. Whispered into white blonde hair, so softly that speaker 
barely hears them. The blonde reacts more to the movement of air on the back of his neck and moves in his 


sleep, snuggling into the speaker's arms, trying to escape the cold. 


Cold. Now that's something you don't expect from LA, the city of eternal summers. But it isn't summer now 
and even in LA the nights are cold sometimes, particularly when your apartment is a drafty shit hole and you 
sleep on a bare mattress. There is one blanket in the whole apartment and Nikki is sleeping under it right now. 
He gave you both reasons why he had to have the blanket tonight and at the time you both agreed that he 


was absolutely right, now you're not so sure. 


Tommy couldn't complain now though, not when things had ended up like this. He had drifted off to sleep that 


night after the usual party, letting the singsong of David Lee Roth's nightly monologue to Vince lull him into 
unconsciousness, only to be woken a few hours later by the blonde, his hands tugging at Tommy's arms. It was 


dark now, the party was over and they were alone 
"Tom. Hey, Tommy" 

"Wha. Whats wrong?" 

"Im cold, let me sleep with you" 


Internally, Tommy had snapped into consciousness, helped along generously by a warm tugging in his groin at 
hearing ‘let me sleep with you' fall from Vince's plump mouth. Externally, Tommy affected an air of befuddled 
sleepyness. He blinked twice, letting his eyes focus slowly and looked a Vince carefully. He let his eyes glide over 
the gooseflesh on Vince's tan arms and chest, saw the erect nipples, saw a shiver run through the slender 


body. 
"Uh, whatever Dude." 


Vince needed no more invitation and crawled onto Tommy's mattress and pushed himself into his new host's 
arms. Tommy let out a tiny gasp when he felt the heat of Vince's body push up against his, felt the rock hard 
nipples through his old t-shirt. How could Vince ever be cold when his body felt like white heat against 


Tommy's. 


"You're warm," Vince murmurs into Tommy's shoulder, putting his arms around Tommy's neck and letting a 


thigh slip between the younger man’s legs. 


"God," is the only word that Tommy can get through his lips. He's rock hard now, the head of his penis peeping 
through the worn fly of his boxers (the button came off some weeks ago). 


Vince notices, lets out a short laugh, not quite a giggle. 

"That's for me, isn't it?" 

A hand runs down Tommy's chest, leaving scorch marks behind and finds its target. Tommy opens his mouth 
but no noise comes out. He arches his back and begins thrusting into Vince's hand, he's IT, he's horny, he's 
wanted this for so long. 

Vince pulls his hand away and shifts down the bed and soon Tommy's penis is surrounded by moist heat. The 
drummer lifts his head and watches Vince's head bob up and down over his crotch, the visual is almost too 


much and he focuses on the ceiling instead, trying to make this last longer. 


"Ah..oh Vince." 


"Shh," the singer pauses, shooting a death glare up at Tommy, "you want Nikki waking up and seeing us like 
this?" 


Tommy shakes his head and places a hand over his mouth. Vince takes Tommy back into his mouth and this 
time snakes a hand into his boxers, gently squeezing at Tommy's balls. Vince's tongue works magic over 
Tommy's cockhead, flicking over it almost flirtatiously. He pauses, drawing breath, and then takes the full 
length of Tommy inside his mouth. The heat curling in Tommy's groin twists tighter, he can barely think..can 
barely breath..all there is in the world right now is Vince's mouth and his cock and this grimy mattress 


beneath them both. 


Despite his best efforts, a low moan escapes Tommy's mouth as he comes, electricity washing through every 
nerve in his body. Vince continues to suck until there's nothing left to take and sits up, wiping his mouth on 


the back of his hand. 


The moonlight catches Vince's face then and he's so beautiful to Tommy. His hair tousled, his face slightly 
flushed and a few drops of cum caught on his bottom lip. The younger man makes a sudden grab for the 
blonde's face and tries to kiss him, just once. 


"No, don't." Vince pushes the hands down, turns his face away. 


Tommy is confused, he's a romantic at heart and wants to repay the favour. He places a hand over Vince's 


crotch only to have that pushed away too. 
"Don't, man. | mean it" 

"But! thought." 

"Just go to sleep" 


That's when Tommy sees it, the jaded, used up look in Vince's eyes. This was payment to him, sucking cock in 
exchange for a warm bed for the night. The act itself barely more intimate for Vince than the shaking of 
hands at the closure of a deal. It didn't seem to occur to the blonde that Tommy would have let him sleep 
there just because they were friends, because Tommy cared about him. No, in Vince-land everything had a 


price. 


Without another word, Vince lay down on the mattress, his back to Tommy, squeezing his eyes shut. He 
stiffened slightly as he felt Tommy curl up against his back and put an arm around his waist, but relaxed 
quickly as the warmth spread through his body. Tommy was still confused, his large brown eyes staring into 
the darkness. But he wasn't a clever man, and sleep was beginning to crowd at the edge of his consciousness 
again so he nuzzled his head into the back of Vince's neck and spoke from the heart: 


"| love you, you know." 


It was said in a whisper, so softly that he thought the blonde wouldn't hear. 


Tommy didn't see the tear move down Vince's face. 


